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Rooms op ths Touno Mbh^s Mbrcantilb Library Association, \ 

Cincinnati, May 6, 1852. i 
T. Buchanan Read, Esq. : 

My dear Sir, — In obedience to instructions, I have the pleasure 
to transmit the following extract from the official minutes of the 
Board of Directors of this Association : 

" At a stated meeting of the Board of Directors of the Young Men*8 
Mercantile Library Association, on Tuesday evening, May 4th, the 
following Resolution was unanimously adopted .* 

*'*' Resolved, That the thanks of the Board of Directors be presented 
to T. Buchanan Read, Esq., for his appropriate and truly beautiful 
Poem — * The Onward Age,' recited before this Association at the 
celebration of the eighteenth anniversary of its organization, on 
Monday evening. May 4th ; and that a copy of the same be requested 
of the author for publication.'' 

With the sincere hope that you will comply with the request con- 
tained in the Resolution, I have the honor to be. 
Dear sir. 
Your most obedient servant, 

H. D. Huntington, 

Corresponding Secretary, 



*5 Cincinnati, May 6, 1852. 

0» H. D. Huntington, Esq. : 

Dear iSir, — Allow me to return my most grateful acknowl- 
edgments to your Association for the kindness expressed in the 
*'*' resolution," a copy of which I have had the honor to receive 
through your hands. 
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IV CORBESPONDENCE. 

I regret to say, that through a misapprehension of the intentions 
of your Society, I made a premature dispoeal of the Poem to one 
of the journals of this city. Never for a moment conjecturing that 
you would deviate in this instance from your usual course, I had 
already determined to dispose of the Poem to an Eastern magazine 
but on being applied to for it by parties here, 1 acquiesced, preferring 
very much that it should appear in Cincinnati, rather than in any 
foreign place. Should you still wish to incorporate it with Gov 
Morehead^s Address, in pamphlet form, it seems to me that its having 
appeared in print can hardly be a serious objection ) and it will 
afford me much pleasure to see the Poem put into any shape which 
your judgment and taste may dictate. 

I remain, very truly. 

Your obedient servant, 

T. Buchanan Read. 



Rooms or thb Youmo Men's Mercamtilb Library Association) \ 

Cincinnati, May 6, 1852. \ 
My dear. Sir : 

In obedience to instructions, I have the pleasure to transmit 
the annexed copy of a Resolution which was unanimously adopted 
at a stated meeting of the Board of Directors, on Tuesday evening, 
the 4th inst. 

" Resolved, That the thanks of the Board of Directors be presented 
to the Hon. J. T. Morehead, for his very able and instructive Address 
on the * Growth of Commerce in the West ;' delivered before this 
Association, at the celebration of the eighteenth anniversary of its 
organization, on Monday evening. May 4th ; and that a copy of the 
same be requested for publication." 

In the confident hope that you will comply with the request con- 
tained in the Resolution, 

I have the honor to be, dear sir. 

Your most obedient servant, 

H. D. Huntington, 
Hon. J. T. Morehead, Corresponding Secretary. 

Covington, Kentucky. 
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GOBBBSPONDENOE. V 

CoviNOTON, May 14, 18f 2. 

Mt dear Sir : 

I acknowledge the reception of the Resolution of the Board 
of Directors of the Young Men^s Mercantile Library Association, 
requesting a copy of my Address to them, at the recent anniversary, 
for publication. 

I am much honored by the resolution ; and if it were practicable 
to do so, I would, with great pleasure, comply with their request. 

The time allowed me for preparation enabled me to commit to 
paper only a small part of the Address. Much the large.^'t portion 
was wholly extemporaneous, consisting of statistical detallj chiefly; 
and 1 am very sure I should fail to answer either the expectations 
of the Board of Directors or my own, if, in the midst of other pressing 
engagements, I were to attempt now to reduce the substance of it to 
writing. 

I will thank you to assure the Board of Directors of my profound 
acknowledgments, and of the sincerity with which 

I am, etc., etc., 

J. T. MOBEHEAD. 

H. D. Huntington, Esq. 
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Onwabd forever, on the shoreward breeze, 
Summoned, like spirits from the entombing seas, 
The clouds swarm inland, trailing robes of light, 
To meet in splendor round the mountain's hight : 
Till Thunder, rising with his Jove-like head, 
"Waves his swift scepter, flashing far and red. 
While flying phantoms crowd the gale in vain. 
And dissolution shakes them down in rain. 

II. 

Onward forever, from their native springs. 
Sweep down the rivers on their azure wings — 
Now poised 'mid flowers — and now with wild 

uproar 
Their rufla.ed pinions beat the trembling shore ; — 
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8 The Onward Age. 

Through realms migrating fling their feathery foam, 
Till, sea-bird like, they find their ocean home. 

III. 

Onward forever, tireless, far, and free. 

Roll the defiant billows of the sea — 

In tranquil moonlight still the tides expand. 

And climb the beach, and overlook the land ; 

Or, lashed to madness, break in herds away. 

And down the tempest toss their manes of spray — 

Like those unridden steeds in fear and ire, 

That fly before the prairie's gale of fire : 

Onward forever, wandering at their will. 

Till God's own voice shall bid the waves be still. 

IV. 

Onward forever, with the nun-like Seven, 
The abbess Moon walks up the aisle of heaven. 
And in the solemn cloisters of the air 
Breathes all the night her secret soul of prayer ; 
Or, like a Turkish princess, veils her now. 
And wears the sacred crescent on her brow ; 
Or Druid priestess in the midnight hour. 
With silver sickle in her oaken bower ; 
Or like fair Ruth, who by her kinsman kneeled. 
Gleans sheaves of light along the azure field : 
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And still at morn, as when the day is done, 
This faithful Persian worships at the sun ! 

V. 

Onward forever, blessed be their light. 

The stars go west, and sanctify the night ! 

Thrice blest be they that lift the soul on high. 

Till Fancy soars where Reason fears to fly ! 

Thrice blest be they that teach the child to read 

Celestial lessons of a glorious creed 1 

'Tis sin alone our older vision bars. 

And talks of the enigmas of the stars : 

But guileless children, and these lights of even. 

Hold gentle converse near the gates of Heaven ! 



Forgive, if here I turn aside awhile 
To those fresh fields where childhood's roses smile ; 
Let not your patience chide the straying hand. 
That plucks one flower from that enchanted land. 
Or draws the curtain that obstructs the view 
Where life's fair orient melts along the blue — 
K while you gaze, one breeze with perfumed wing 
Shall fan your brow with memory of your spring. 
Then not in vain your feet have been beguiled 
To stand beside the visionary child. 
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THE CITY OF GOD. 

" Heaven lies about us in our infimcy." — Wordsworth. 

Ere the rose and the roseate hues of the dawn, 
With the dews of my youth were all scattered and 

gone; 
Ere the cloud, like the far reaching wing of the 

night, 
Had shut out the glory of God from my sight, 
I saw a wide realm in the azure unfold, 
Where the fields nodded toward me their flowers 

of gold; 
And the soft airs sailed o'er them and dropt from 

above. 
As if shed from innumerous pinions of love : 
There were trees with broad boles steeped in per- 
fume and dew. 
While their full breasts forever leaned up to the blue. 
And within their wide bosoms the winds seemed 

to rest 
With the calm like the sleep of a soul Aat is blest ; 
Or, if any light rustle stole out from their limbs, 
'Twas the murmurous music of delicate hymns — 



Digitized 



by Google 



The Onward Age. 11 

As if some dear angel sat singing within 
To a spirit just won from the regions of sin : 
There were streams which seemed bom but in 

slumberous bowers, 
Stealing down, like a dream, through the sleep of 

the flowers — 
So pure was the azure they won from the hight, 
The blue hills seemed melting to rivers of light ; 
And within this fair realm where but angels have 

trod, 
I beheld, as I thought, the great City of God ! 
All its high walls were pierced with no engines of 

Death- 
No moat, with its dull pool, lay stagnant beneath : 
The last bolts, I ween, the stout heart has to fear, 
Are pointed and sped from Death's citadel here ; 
And the last hungiy moat the pure soul has to brave 
Ere it passes the portal to bliss, is the grave ! 
There the wide wall went East till it dimmed to the 

view — 
And the wide wall went West till it passed into blue; 
And the broad gates stood open inviting the way, 
Like the hand of the Lord to his children astray. 
There were high towers, climbing still dazzlingly 

higher. 
Till each shone like a fixed guiding pillar of fire ; 
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And the angels who watched on their summits afar, 
So lessened by distance gleamed each as a star: 
And the great dome that templed the Father in 

light, 
Seemed to swell and to circle and swell on the 

sight — 
As some angel who cleaves his bright way 'mid 

the spheres, 
Beholds the blue dome of the earth as he nears. 
There was music — my soul unto memory yields, 
And hears the low sounds floating over the fields — 
But, alas ! not as then, with its l-apturous desire — 
Like some bird that sits hushed by the song of a 

choir ; 
It melted and flowed o'er the walls and the towers. 
And sweet as if breathed from the lips of the flowers, 
As if the bright blossoms, with loving accord, 
Had risen and sang to the praise of the Lord ! 
Then I thought 'mid that music to wander and wait 
For the loved ones, just there by the palm at the 

gate. 
To begin the great life that no death can o'ertake. 
And to dream the great dream that no tumult can 

break. 
In the broad world of Beauty, of flowers and bliss — 
But, alas ! I awoke where the thorns grow in this ! 
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And the walls of Death's citadel now intervene, 
And the grave, like a moat, yawns here darkly 

between : 
But still through the mists and the shadows of 

night, 
I can follow the stars on those pillars of light ; 
And I know the great gates stand there open and 

broad. 
Inviting the way to the City of God. 

I will not think the light the stars impart, 
Which melts like dew along the thirsty heart. 
Is shed from spheres where grow the poison flowers 
Oivrrong andjpai/i, that rankly bloom in ours ! 
Is there a sadness in their tranquil rays ? — 
A sorrow mingled in their song of praise ? — 
That song which gladdened o'er our Eden birth ? 
Let Wijfall answer wJierefore^ recreant Earth ! 
Such sorrow thrilled the angelic ranks afar 
When fell from Heaven of old the Morning Star! 
Such well may fill the neighboring spheres with 

pain. 
To see our world go following in his train ! 
With folded hands, and moumfiil pinions crossed. 
So weep the Pleiads for their sister lost. 



Digitized 



by Google 



14 TheOnwabdAge. 

VI. 

Onward forever, through the darkness hurled, 
With all its medley burden, swings the world — 
Reels its great cycles, without thought or will, 
Pierced to the center with the whirling thrill : 
While Man, confused, stares up with dizzy sight, 
And stumbles on through error toward the right : 
His restless nature, urging like a goad, 
Drives him afar, but dimly points the road — 
The scanty lantern of his gathered lore 
Shines round his feet, but darkens all before. 

Happily for him, a surer light is given — 
A ray of love that shines direct from Heaven. 
Oh, what were Earth by sacred Love forgot ? — 
A soulless wanderer — a desert spot ! — 
Howling through time beneath its ban of fate. 
And frighting space, with all its demon freight ; 
Then Life would on her dusky forehead wear 
The twisted horrors of Medusa's hair — 
And black annihilation only be 
The last great boon to all humanity ! 

But on forever — ^the celestial gem 

That lit the night o'er ancient Bethlehem, 
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Wins its clear way with wide, increasing rays, 
Till e'en the noontide brightens in itfi blaze. 
Blest with that light, which guides along the van, 
Man follows Nature's ever onward plan; 
His tireless spirit, like the ocean stirred, 
Bests not till God's commanding voice is heard. 

Long ere his fleets the trackless seas explored. 
Far through the glowing West his fancy soared — 
In clouds prophetic round the dying day 
Saw phantom landscapes beckon him away, — 
The sun — the moon — and all the starry host — 
Led the wide pathway to the unseen coast : — 
The amber weed, long weltering through the brine, 
Told Norway secrets of the tropic line ; — 
The eider, swinging from his northern nest. 
Bore Greenland's badge upon his snowy breast : 
Lnagination, in its hight of power. 
Like Galileo on his Tuscan tower. 
By science guided, gazed across the seas. 
Till unknown empires wooed the Genoese. 

VII. 

Onward forever rolls the westward tide 

Of souls resistless, spreading far and wide ; — 
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From Plymouth Eock to the Pacific shore, 
Out-thundering Heaven, the falling forests roar : 
One sweep of the great Saxon arm abroad, — 
The savage flies and harvest crowns the sod ; 
While by that hand the rattling car conveyed, 
Darts, like a shuttle, through the loom of Trade. 

VIII. 

Religion's handmaid. Commerce, walks abroad. 
And wins more realms than War's ensanguined god; 
In her fair hands the olive branch of peace 
Waves o'er the world, and bids its discords cease : 
Her garments breathe perfume of India's spice. 
And soft furs shield her 'mid the Arctic ice ; — 
Her reindeers fly athwart the frozen land — 
Her patient camels print the desert sand : — 
On Nile and Niger's breast her barges glide — 
Her swift canoes the Indian trappers guides i — 
Her barques o'er Pharaoh's drowned chariots sail — 
On Erie's wave her steam defies the gale ; — 
O'er Europe's world her pennons rise and fall — 
Her banners wave on China's ancient wall ; — 
O'er ruined Thebes perchance she sheds a tear. 
But smiles to see a greater rising here ; — 
Heaves the sad sigh beside decaying Eome, 
But starts a second in her new-found home. 
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Onward forever,— o'er our Western Land 
Kise the fieur marts to her endianted wand ; 
Their domes and spires, by ocean, lake, and 

stream. 
Spring like the miffvelons &bric8 of a dream. 
Where roamed of late the forest's dasky king, 
On skyward walls the builder's trowels ring ; — 
Where savage children watched the eaglets flight. 
The Saxon urchin flies his wavering kite ; 
Where the wild war-dance &nned the midnight 

fires. 
In sacred temples chant the Christian choirs ; 
And where canoes lay warping on the sand, 
A thousand steamers chafe the busy land. 

IX. 

Onward forever — ^the poor Indian flies, 
And, like the girdled forest, daily dies — 
Takes his sad way across the prairie plain. 
Where Solitude still holds her ancient reign ; — 
Beholds his camp-fires fading one by one ; — 
Builds his last lodge beneath the setting sun, 
And stares into the West with joyless lace. 
Toward the red land of his departed race ! 

2 
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Onward forever, in its luminous dress. 
The Pioneer of Freedom, goes the Press — 
Grasping the electric wires within its hand. 
This giant Franklin speaks to all the land. 

Let Europe's despots still proscribe its right. 
Preferring darkness rather than the light — 
As bats and owls round their ancestral towers, 
Hold safer revel in the midnight hours ; — 
In vain these Joshuas, with their petty will, 
Ride proudly forth to bid the sun be still — 
With sad chagrin they see from day to day, 
This light of Freedom bear its westward way ; 
Lo ! here its glory fills the noon of mind, — 
Gilds all the the sky, and leaves no night behind : 
Thus, on forever, let its glory shine 
From Maine's broad fields to California's mine. 

See the poor laborer, when released from toil, 
'Mid scanty comforts court the evening oil — 
Wooed by the Press^ he cons its ample page — 
Sits down in ignorance — but stands up a sage ; 
And, gazing out through Learning's golden gates. 
He marks the track of worlds — ^the course of states; 
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Or, Burns-like, see the plowman stalk the field — 
His treasured volume gleaming like a shield ; 
He turns the page with rough and sun-burnt hand, 
While to his eye undreamed of realms expand ; 
Till Poesy has fanned the native spark, 
And his wild soul leaps skyward with the lark — 
Takes the free sunshine on its morning wings. 
And all mankind grow better as it sings. 

XI. 

While rapid Commerce with her golden girth, 
Binds in one bond the far sides of the Earth — 
While Science delves into the secret ground. 
Or takes amid the stars its way profound. 
Bar not your minds, shut not your generous hearts, 
Against the influence of the gentler Arts ; — 
Let not the glowing anvil's iron ring 
Scare from your souls fair Music's silken wing — 
Music that sang o'er Eden's crystal wall. 
Then followed Man in pity from the fall. 
Let not the engine with its whistling steam. 
Or mill-wheels crushing into foam the stream. 
Or whirling spindles in their wizard dance. 
Or rattling shuttles with their lightning glance, 
Or laden wains with loud and rumbling roll. 
Drown the glad anthems of the poet's soul ! 
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While here, immured within the city wall, 
Where scarce the sunshine can find space to fall — 
Prom whence the rural airs recoil dismayed, 
Their sweet songs deluged by the buzz of trade, 
O'er stifled desks you ply your numeral tasks, 
Or cope with bales, or count your reeking casks ; 
For you the bard would cheer the dreary hours. 
And strew the city's dust with woodland flowers. 

XII. 

Some Homer yet may wake his great harp here. 

And sing the battles of the Pioneer ; — 

Some Yirgil, sauntering through our wide domain. 

Shed classic splendor o'er the Western plain ; — 

Some solemn Dante, with prophetic eye. 

Fathom the depth and hight of all the sky ; — 

Some early Chaucer mold the coming age — 

Or Shakspeare here regenerate the stage ; — 

Some Spenser build his allegoric dream. 

Or Milton tower with his tremendous theme : — 

Or should some Pope here plant his willow green. 

To wave its limbs and sanctify the scene — 

I pray you grant it ample earth and air. 

Nor let it wither for the want of care, — 

The time may come when you shall sit repaid. 

With pleasant rest beneath its whispering shade : 
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Or should some Avon sweep your city wall, 
To sing of Nature and to mirror all — 
Check not its tide to labor at the mill, 
But bid it flow in music, at its will ; 
And oft the pleasure shall be yours to sit. 
Soothed by its pathos, wakened by its wit ; 
And it shall be your joy in coming days 
To hear its song command the world's loud praise. 
Then, when the pilgrim seeks your classic land. 
Your sons shall take him by the welcome hand. 
And say,"Lo! here our Pope's broad willow grows — 
And here, behold ! our native Avon flows ! " 

Let Architecture, graceful, grand, and vast. 
Spring like a memory of the templed past ! — 
Let marbled shafts, that prop our storied freize. 
Rise, like the phantoms of our forest trees ; 
And let the usurped woodland's ancient shade 
Find a memorial in the long arcade : 
Let the great dome, to consecrate the air. 
Swell like a psalm of mingled praise and prayer ; 
And many a spire, like some old prophet's rod. 
Unwavering point the starry way to God ! 

And, in your structures for assembled youths. 
Let gentler graces charm severer truths ; — 
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Teach love of Art, in every varied form, — 
And where cold Science chills, let Beauty warm — 
Chaste Beauty ! that in classic sunshine falls, 
To enchant the dullness of scholastic walls. 

Let purest Sculpture, to the virtuous sense, 
Shed through your halls its silent eloquence — 
And pictured Nature round your chambers gleam. 
Fresh with the light of mind, and sky, and stream ; 
And find with Shakspeare in their voiceless looks, 
^^Sermons in stones, and books in running brooksl'' 

Onward forever — take your steady course. 
And follow Truth with undivided force ; 
Let your free souls speak love to all the Earth — 
Love God ! — and next the land which gave you birth 1 
Though war may slumber, and your swords be 

sheathed : 
True to the trust, your glorious sires bequeathed. 
With your example^ like a flag unfurled, 
Columbia yet may liberate the world ! 
Then, on forever be your upward aims. 
And Time must pay what perseverance claims: — 
Be every word with earnest purpose given — 
Each honest thought an act — and leave the rest to 

Heaven 1 
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